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of Christ, and I have seen the Holy Sepulchre
which is the place in all the world where the
sobs of trustful supplicants may most be heard.
Even at Angkor, Buddhist statues, with a smile
of pardon, are seated before the four doors of
the immured cella in which men, even so
long as a thousand years ago, felt that it was
necessary to hide the terrible God of their
first theogonies. More and more am 1 fain to
believe in the Sovereign Pity, to stretch out
my arms towards it, because I have suffered so
much, under diverse skies, amid enchantments
and amid horrors, and because I have seen so
much suffering, seen so many tears, so many
prayers* In spite of fluctuations, in spite of
vicissitudes, in spite of revolts caused by too
strict dogmas and exclusive formulae, one feels
the existence of this Sovereign Pity affirmed
more and more universally in the lofty souls
who are enlightened by the great new lights
which break upon the world.1
xln France, our admirable Bergson, who has overthrown
determinism; in America, William James and the disciples who
follow him; in India, a few wise men of Benares and Hadyar.
On the one side by irrefutable logic, on the other by marvellous
observation, all to-day are coming little by little to consolidate
those hopes,, which our ancestors, without so much seeking,, were
able to discover so surely and so naturally behind the symbols of
the intuitive religions.
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